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And roſy Laughter holds his aching fides. : 
This night a muſe, to no fix'd ſyftem tied, 

Serious or comic, yet to both allied, 

In Drama 5 dung rous heights preſumes to ſoar, | 


To give, while roll the varied flrains along,” 


'Till tried, approved, and ſanflified by" you. 


L # 
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s} : "RED 8 

Bey Cs 3 


The « ger = Sympat y 3 1 | 
And the full breaft ſwells with ideal woe. 
But 3 . * the Comic en, 


19 9 3» 


Sa Fancy er the brain ee rides, a 9 3 5 i 


And dares a traci ſhe never trode before. 
But that her voice more pow'rful may perſuade, 
She calls the force of muſic to. her aid; 


Strength to her Wiſts and ſweetneſs to her Jong. r N 


To you. our Bard now makes his Juſt appeal, 
Whoſe ſenſe can diftate, and whoſe hearts can feel. * 
And the, ambitious, haply he might chuſe 
In Phebu? court to regiſter his muſe ; 

To fuch raſh height hell not exalt bis view, 


- 
ay 
+4 
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DRAMAT IS PERSONE. 


ME N. 

Lok p Arcas, = — 
THyRs1s, — — — 
Dor11. As, — - 
' SYLVIUS, - - — 
Linco, — 6 
PaT. PLoUuGHSHARE, =. 
DerMoT, — - 
MvurDocn, — — 
Dennis, = $5 

WOMEN, 
Dorcas, 1 * 
SYLVIA, * - 


Genius or IRELAND, = 


Mr. B. Baker. 
Mr. Miel. 
Mr. Roberts. 


| Mr. Murphy. | 


Mr. Baker. 


Mr. Barrington, 
Mr. Corry. 


Mr. Smith. __ 
Mr. Brennan. 


Miſs Evans. 
Miſs Langriſhe. 
Mrs. Kelly. 


CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 


Mr. Leoni, Mr. Duffy, Mr. Faterbouſe, Miſs Pal- 
mer, Mrs. Murrel, and Miſs beeler. | £4 


GENIUS OF IRELAND, 


A MASQUE. 


A CT. 
SCENE I. 4 Wood. © 5 
; | Time—Night. es 


Enter Thyrfis and Dorilas ¶ meeting). 


DoRIL as. 
Turxs!s, well met! are all the ſheep i in 
fold? L | 

1 


All ſafely A AN E re yon bright ſtar appeard, = 


The herald of the ev'ning, my due care 
Had ſeen that taſk Ne. 'Tis now near 


morn. 
Donis. | 
Have you heard aught to-night ? 
| B  TayRs18, 


% 


, THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 


Tuvxsis. e 
VNought, Dorilas. 
All is retir'd and ſtill. There's not a breath ; 
To agitate the leaves, and ſcarce a ſound 

Diſtubs the air. DT 


DoriLaAs. 


43 „ Vet was not this the hour, 
4 Near which you ſaw the ſacred apparition ? 


4 THryRs1s. 
= Exact. | 
'q DoRr1L as. 
: And heard the muſic? 
'1 Tu vRSs]sS. 


Tv 
n 
2 * Wo 
= 


Yes: laſt night 

Juſt at this ſober hqur of ſerious thought, 
As through the glade I paſs'd, a ſudden ſound 
Of dulcet muſic floating in the air 
Stole on my raviſh'd ſenſe : ſweeter it ſeem'd 
Than aught of mortal touch could e'er produce. 
4 I ſtopp'd and liſten'd. Then, methought, I 

r | 95 
One chanting voice ; then others, Joining round 


FP 
* —— ra. "1 — 
"IE? — act * 


In ſuch ſeraphic concert, that entranc'd 

I ſtood: I was all ears; till from the brake, 

Where yonder coppice forms a hanging arch, 
To my aſtoniſh'd eyes a form divine, 
4 (For ſure it muſt be ſo) with ſolemn ſtep, 
= And moſt majeſtic gait, came ſlowly forth. 


— 


| | DontLas. ' 
Was it of manly form, or ſoſter ſex? 


THYRS1S. 


41 


The bright zone glitt'ring pierc'd, with ſudden 


-The darkneſs of the ſhade ; and from her eyes 
Beam'd forth ſuch heav'nly rays, yet temper d fo 


The ſhamrock green, and in her hand ſhe held 


Be thou propitious, heav'nly Pow'r! I cried: 


Did ſhe ſay aught? 


Then, with a look ineffably divine, | 
Her ſacred hand above my head ſhe wavd _ 
In ſign of benediction. 2 
F Diftant mufic in the ar), 
DoRIL as. | 
Fa to inks Hark ! what ſound 
Is that? : 5 
 THyRsIs. + 1 


TRHVYRSIs. 
Of female ſhape. Around her graceful waiſt, 


lance, 


Their radiant luſtre, as might mingle love 
And awful rey'rence. On her head ſhe wore 


A ſilver wand, which as ſhe way'd around 
Th' obedient choir with more harmonious ſound 
Filld all the air, and quite entranc'd my ſoul. 


While to the ground I bent with protege nee, 
As nearer ſhe approach'd. 


S 


DoR1Las. | 
My blood runs chill. 


4  Turyrs1s: - 


| Still on the ground I bent 
With awe-ſtruck reverence: nearer yet ſhe came; 


It is the ſame 1 . laſt night. 


5 2 . DokiLas. 
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4 THE. GENIUS OF IRELAND, 


| Donll As. | 
Defend us, Heav'n ! be | 
A ſymphony of ſolemn muſic by inviſible hands, 


during which the Shepherds ſeem in amazement. 
The Genius of Ireland then appears deſcending 
in her Chariot. She advances from the Mood. 
The Shepherds kneel.) 


1ſt SPIRIT. : 


Gentle ſhepherds, ceaſe your fears ! 
*Tis your guardian pow'r appears. 
See ! commiſſion'd from above, 
Full of mildneſs, full of love, 
See her pierce the ſylvan g ade! 
Gentle ſwains, be not afraid. 


GEN TUS OF IRELAND ( advancing.) 


Ye gentle ſwains, that thro' theſe ſolemn ſhades, - 

The ſeat of contemplation, nightly bend 

Your meditative way, ariſe ; and know, 

That not to ruſtic ears my high beheſt 

Muſt be promulg'd alone. Haſte, gentle ſwains! 

And to your chief my ſacred mandate bear. 

When in the weſtern wave the orb of day 

Hath dipp'd his golden beam, and thro' the plain 

Of ſilver æther glides the queen of night; 

Beneath theſe ſilent ſnades let him attend: 

Tell him that Ireland's Guardian will be there”; 

And bid him haſte to learn his country's fate. 
( The Genius of Ireland retires, waving her 
__ wand. e Chariot aſcends. 7 


Chokus or SPIRITS. 


Gentle ſhepherds, lift your eyes! 
See ! the pow'r regains ber ſkies. 
Haſte the ſolemn news to tell. 
Gentle ſhepherds, now farewell! 


/ 


THYRSIs. 


* Z s 
p w2 | 9 


— 


Tuvnsts. "x 80 — 
How fares it with you, Dorilag? 


Dont. as. 


| In wonder, 
And facred awe I'm loſt. ras blood rug s back. 
What can this mean? 


” 


_  - ny  TyyRSIs. +» : 
+ I know not, I'm all. PRESS 6 


'Tis ſomething wondrous ſure awaits our iſle, 
But of * import _ 


10 IL As. 


Is not ours to know. 
vet much I wonder,” has this awful ſight 
Been ſeen by more than us. 


— 1 o* 1 N 
* 


* Tuvnsis. 


5 Is cannot fay. 
| Returning home laſt night, full of the viſion, - 
1 Mine eyes then firſt beheld, I met ſome peaſants, 
Who look'd aghaſt, and aſk'd me, if I heard 
Muſic and voices in the wood. Averſe 
To their enquiries, in a few ſhort words 
I told them what I'd ſeen, and poſted on. 13 
# | But let us haſte, my Dorilas, to find 12 
| The noble Arcas, Lord of this domain. 
Unfold our wond'rous tale, and tell him all 
We've ſeen and heard, 


Don iL As. 
"Tis well. bl follow ou 
OS  [Excunt. 
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6 THE'GENIUsS OF IRELAND, 


SCENE changes io a Farm-YT, ard. #4 


Time—Morning. 


| Enter Dermot ; Murdoch and Dennis meeting him. 


MvurDoca. 5 


Well, Dermot, have you heard any more of 
the ghoſt. ; . 
D ERMOr. 


Heard! Blood alive ! I've ſeen it. 


Murdoch and Dennis fart.) 
Muzpocn. 
Mercy on us! Tell us all about it, Dermot. 
„ DENN1Ss. 
Aye, Dermot, tell us about it. 
| DermorT. 


Why, as I was coming down the lane laſt 
night, when I had been after driving home Pat 


Callaghan's bull—IHaw—tornent the hay-ſtack— 


Mus pock. 
What? oaks | 
| | DeRMorT. | 


A great big thing, all white ; with black hands 
and arms, and large horns. 
„ 


Angels keep us! What did you do? 


Dr RMoOr. 


Do! why my teeth fell a chattering, as tho 
they had beer a dancing in my head. But I 
2 | wasn't 


1 * 
9211 
ER 


* * 
thr 
7 9 

I > 
1 
151 


A M A 8 Q'U it; 7 


wasn't afraid. No, no; Dermot don't fear the 
devil. And my knees—that I had ſprain'd get- 
ting thro' a bog, d'ye ſee—knock'd again each 
other, and wou'd't carry my carcaſe along. But 


you don't think I was afraid. 


by MuRDocn. 


No, no. But go on, Dermot ; tell us what 
the ghoſt ſaid. 


bt 


= 
Dermot. 


Sorr'a word, Murdoch; ſorr' a word. D'ye 


think it would ſpeak to ſuch a bog trotter as me? 


It didn't open 1ts mouth to ſay a ſyllable ; but 
it groan'd terribly as it turn'd its head to the 
hay-ſtack. I ſaw its eyes look like two ſaucers, 
all made of fire. 


Dennis. 
But did you hear any muſic again ? 


DERMOT. 


No, not I. There might have been for aught 
I know; but the hogs in our farm-yard made 
ſuch a grunting juſt then, that I didn't hear it. 
Howſever, I wanted no muſic to make me dance ; 
for my knees—that had been ſprain'd in the bog, 
you know—grew well all on a ſudden, and I 


ran home as faſt as they wou'd carry me, be- 


keys I might be miſſed. Not that I was afraid, 
dye mind. Dermot afraid! No, no! 
Rs KA 1 * 


Did you ever knew a lad 
Born in Tipperary, | 
Dull or fearful, grave or ſad ? - 
Mere always briſt and airy; 


Give 
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8 THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 


Give us chear, 

Ale and beer, 
Suſan, Kate, or Mary ; 

A. ſpirit at night 

Mill never afright | 
The lads of Tipperary. | F 


CHORUS. 
A ſpiggt at night, &c. 


Bold and hearty will we ſtand, 
Ghoſts ſhall never fright us, 
Come, my lads, let's all join hand: 
Danger ſbould unite us. 

Give us chear, 

Ale and beer, 
Suſan, Kate, or Mary ; 
A ſpirit at night 

Will never affright 
The lads of Tipperary. 


CHORD SD. 


A ſpirit at night 
Will never affright 
The lads of Tipperary. 


Enter Dorcas. 


What's all this ſinging and goſſipping about ? 
You mitching 2 you! (to Dermot) why 
don't you go bring the cows in for milking. 

} Mon poch. 

Miſtreſs jewel! don't be in ſuch a plaguey 


paſſion. It's only Dermot been telling us about 


the ghoſt ; that's all, honey! 
Dorc AS. 
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. A MASQUE 9 
«Ye | | | gs 
| . Dorcas. 
& tn _ Ghoſt! what ghoſt ? 
1 4 5 DERNNIsS. 
k. Why as Dermot was coming down the lane, 


laſt night, he ſaw, juſt by the hay-ſtack, the 
. ſelf ſame ghoſt that Thyrſis ſaw e're yeſterday. 
It was a great black thing. Wasn't it, Der- 
515 mot? | 4 48 32> 8 


DEeRMoT. 


No. You know nothing about it. It was all 
white, barring its hands and arms that were 
black; and it had large horns. | 
Wt : | | Dorcas. | 1 805 | 
Go along, you drunken fool! it was our 
 milch-cow you ſaw. But Pat Calaghan had given 
you ſo much whiſkey, I ſuppoſe, that you too 
the cow for a ghoſt. n #4 


DrRMor. Et 
| Who? I take a cow for a ghoſt! No ſuch 
| thing. It was a ghoſt. I'll take my oath it was 
a ghoſt itſelf. ap 1 | 
| Dorcas. 
els Go bring the cows this minute! = 


DeRMoT. 


Why d'ye ſend me to bring the cows, when 
41 you ſay I don't know a cow from a ghoſt? You - 
ought to be aſhamed of yourſelf to call the ghoſt _ * 
a cow, and me a fool. You ought to be aſhamed 
"1 of yourſelf—fo you ought ! | 
Fe | Exit Dermot, in a paſſion. 
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i THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 
, MvorDpocn. | 
Come, Dennis; let's get off. Blood alive! 
What a buſtle here is! Come along, Dennis. 
[Exit Murdoch, dragging Dennis. 
} — ET 
Was there ever ſuch a parcel of fellows! But 
Fl fit em for it. | 5 1 | 
Enter Sylvia. 


SYLVIA. 


Dear mother, what a paſſion you're in ! How 
can you ſcold poor Dermot at ſuch a rate ? He's 
an honeſter lad than many a finer gentleman. 


| Net Dorcas. 
And how came you. to know that I was ſcold- 


ing Dermot? eh! I ſuppoſe you was at your 


window watching for him. 


| SYLVIA. | * 
Why, mother, I was by chance at the window, 


and hearing Dermot tell how he had ſeen a 
ghoſt, I thought I'd juſt come down, and aſk him 


a few queſtions. 


Dorcas. 


Aſk him a few queſtions ! Yes : but not about 
a ghoſt. No, no; you know better than that, 
Pat Ploughſhare was the ghoſt you wanted to 
enquire about. Oh! Pm quite aſhamed of you! 
You that might have the rich uncle with all his 
money, to throw yourſelf away upon his idle 
ſcapegrace of a nephew. | 


\ 


* 


FI 


—_ . 1-5 M408: Sik Farr * 


j 
| SyLvig, © OE 
l f Dear mother, you blame me without reaſon. 


Paddy is an honefl lad. 
7. 2 he be not rich or great. 
| | Worth, in humble habit clad, 
Is better far than vice in ſlate: 
4 Why then, mother, will you chide? 
Ü hy thus ſtrive our love to part? 
Never will | be a bride, | 
A here I cannot give my heart. 
Dorcas. (en 


And who taught you this fine leſſon ? This is 
the ſinging man's doings, that has been going 
about the country turning all the girls' heads, 
© and making them think of nothing but huſbands. 
But Þ'll go to your father, huſſey, and let him 
know of your goings on. Fye upon you ! 


AIR III. 


Sure never was daughter ſo teazing as you. 

Lou croſs me, and vex me in all I would do. 
You firive io perplex me; and, in ſpite of my 
care, | : 


You're dreaming of nothing but Paddy Plough- 


are. "oy 


There's Linco doats on you, would make you, his © 
"1 A Wife, | OT | 
And ſwears that he loves you as dear as his life; 
| | Has houſes, and paſture, and cattle in ſtore : 
q He's blythe and he's wealthy—what would you 
| | have more. = | 
E' 2 4," = 
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= THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 
Then i= of to refuſe him: Seize time when you 


Since 5. is the ſunſbine for making your hay. 
Drive Pat from your thoughts ; wiſer maxims pur- 


ue : | 

For 1. rich Linco s the huſband for you ! 
[ Exit Dorcas. 
| SYLVIA. 8 
But indeed Linco is not the huſband for me. 
He's croſs, ugly and old. I never can like him, 


Enter Ploughſbare ( looking carefully about him. 


| PLOUGHSHARE, 

Is ſhe gone? 
SYLVIA. 

I believe ſo.—/ careleſly_) 

h PLOUGHSHARE. 
Then, my dear Sylvia, I will have a kiſs 
K en ber. 

SYLVIA. 


1 wiſh you would be quiet. You'll have my 
1 here again. Ah, Pat! you don't know 
what a ſcolding I have had for your ſake. 


PLoUGHSHARE. 


A 1 and for * ſake! She's a croſs, 
old, ugly 


Ts SYLVIA. 
Who? your Sylvia's mother ? 


PLOUGHSHARE, 


1 


JJ Þ 


*＋ 


PLOUGHSHARE. 


| Crave your pardon : I had forgot. But was 
ſhe ten times croſſer, and had ten times more 
faults than ſhe has, I would forgive them all for 
the ſake of my dear Sylvia. Twas the only 
good thing ſhe ever did, ſo much Iwill ſay. 


SYLVIA. - | | 


=_ And therefore ſhe inſiſts on the entire diſpoſal 
of me, and vows. ſhe'll make me marry Linco. 


PLoUGHSHARE. 


| | What! my old uncle! O now I know what 
il. he would be at. He has been inſiſting every 
y, that I ſhould leave the country, and go to 
town. But ſure you don't think of it. Why, 
he people call him old ugly Lino. 


yr” . bo 
1 Aye, Pat; but they call him rich Linco too. 


= 7 A 
- PLOUGHSHARE. 


And will you leave your faithful Pat, 
To break his heart for want of you? 


SVLVIA. 


How, alas! can 1 help that? 
is what my mother makes me do. 


 PLoUGHSHARE. 


Handſome Lucy of the dell © 

| Has three milch xine and many a ſheep ; 
And tho fhe loves me paſſing avell, N 

_ Sylvia, you my heart ſball keep. 


- % 


SYLVIA. 
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14 THE GENIUS OF IRELAND. 


SyYLVIA. 
Linco boaſts a mighty ſtore 


Of many a herd, and many a tree ; 
Yet had he that, and ten times more, 
Td give, dear Pat, my heart to thee. 


PLOUGHSHARE. 


And would you, Sylvia? Come then, let us 
reſolve to marry and be happy. I wiſh I could 
pet to his Honour! He 1s always ready to make 

is tenants happy. And if he was to ſay we 
ſhould marry, neither your father, Sylvius, nor 
old Dorcas herſelf would be bold enough to ſay 
No. I'd ſpeak to Thyrſis, the good ſhepherd, 
about a little farm, and we'd be 15 happy, ſo we 
would! | 
| SYLVIA. | 28 

O Pat! have you heard any more of the ghoſt 
that Thyrſis ſaw the other evening, and that 
Dermot was telling about ? 


 PLOVGHSHARE. 


No, nothing more. They ſay it walks every 
night, and has muſic with 1t. I wiſh I could 
ſee it. | | 


SYLVIA. 
O no. Don't venture, Pat. You may come 


to ſome harm. Ghoſts are dangerous things. 


PLOUGHSHARE. 


Dangerous! No, no, Sylvia; there's no dan- 
ger in them. For my part I don't believe :a 


word of it. I dare ſay 'tis all a joke of that 


rogue Dermot's. 
| AIR 


From his love be 


1 Mee 
AIR V. 


I n&er was afraid 


Of a man or maid, 


Or warlick uncivil, 


And the ſorrow a care, 


Minds Paddy Ploughſhare 


For a ghoſt or the devil, 


For, &c. 


| Then Sylvia, my dear, 
Pray caſt away fear, 


With kiſſes delight me, 47) 
hs ue. 7 7 . 
Oh! give me but money, 
And Sylvia my honey, 
There's nothing can fright me, 
"There's; ? nn 
No ghoſfis need you fear, 
If your Paddy be near, 
So conſtant and tender, 
30, GC . - 
Tho' dangers be nigh, 5 
ne er fly, 
Still bound to defend ber, | 
Sill, c. 


Then Sylvia, my dear , 


Fray caſt away fear, 
. With kiſſes delight me, 


With, &c. 


Oh! give me but money, 
And Sylvia, my honey, | 
There's nothing can fright me, 

| There's, &c. | 


 SYLVIA. 


— 
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SYLVIA-.. 


Say you ſo. Look what comes yonder. No 
ghoſt 1 aſſure you. | 


PLOUGHSHARE. 


Faith! *tis my uncle Linco, along with your 
father and mother. I had rather fee twenty 
ghoſts. | 


Enter Dorcas, Linco, and Sylvius. 


Dorcas (to Linco and Sylvius ). 


I told you ſo. As ſoon as ever my back is 
turned this is the way. Pl find you ſomething 
elſe to do, Miſs, than to ſpend your time 8 
and cooing . 7 Sylvia 9. 


LII co. 


And as to you, young man, I'll endeavour to 


find you ſome better employment. 
(To Ploughſhare Þ 


Wenn : 


Im much oblig'd to you, uncle; but J like 
what I have very well. And Pve a notion, uncle, 
that if you turn me out of my employment, as 
you call it, it is with an intention of ucceeding 
me. 5 

LI Nxco. 

An impudent rogue! How could he ao that 

out ?——{ To Sylvius ). 


| : SyLvivs. 
I don't know. May-be Dorcas told him. 


DoRc As. 


49 


11 


p y 0 - 
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een 17 
Dorcas: 
| bs May be ſhe didn't. You're ſo wiſe, Sylvius, 


that you know nothing. Twas that huſſey 
there. Pointing to Sylvia.) 
| PLouGHSHARE C Aſide to Sylvia ). 


Sylvia, is this the way you'll talk to your huſ- 
band? N 


1 SxvLVIX. 
I won't promiſe: may be I may. 


Dorcas, 


What are you whiſpering before our faces ? 
Come, Miſs; go to your knitting. I'll take 
care of you I'll be bound for it. | 


LINco. 


And you, Mr. Scapegrace, prepare for town, 
or ſee my face no more. | 


11 


W | 
Dear uncle | | 
LIxco. $ 
Ul take no excuſe, ſo chuſe which you will. 


F1N RYE 1 


LI Nco. 


What nonſenſe thus our time to ſpend -— 
a In irifling and in prating ! | * 


Syrus. =_ 4 

They're laying plots to gain their end, | 
ile we fland here debating, 

5 Dorcas, 


4 
* a - =» 
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Dorcas. 


the, fo they are; they're whiſp ring now, | 


Dey re cooing, and they're billing. 


 ( Ploughſhare and Sylvia * apart. 7 


LINco. 


Ton, Sir; Dll cut you off Tow, © © 


Without a fingle ſhilling. 


Doxcas. 
Come, Miſs, go in. | | 

| | ( Lays hold of ber. 
SYLVIA. : 


Dear mother, ſlay, 
You cannot be ſo cruel. 
(She gets from her.) 
PLOUGHSHARE. 


And, uncle, muſt I go away, 
And leave my charming jewel? 


{ Dorcas, Sylvius, and Linco-converſe apart.) 
SYLVIA. 
Deareſt Pat, I muſt away. 
| Pi.OUGHSHARE. 
Ah, Sylvia ! will you leave me? 
1 SYLVIA. 
'Tis in vain! I muſt not flay. 


PLOUGHSHARE. 
Then you of joy bereave me. 


J 


\ 


\ a 


J 


\ 


\ 
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Soon we'll meet, no more to part, 3 
Toil and danger over. 4 


r 


Aud in each the conſtant bert AF 
Still will find a lover. | 4 


| What nonſenſe thus our time 10 ſpend, | 4 | 
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a r I. 


SCENE, 4 Halt in Lard ra? 5 Palace 
Enter Lord Areas, is, and DO 


„ 


Loap Ancks. 
Your tale ſurprizes me. 


THYRSIS. 


My Lord, 'tis true, 
Tho' ſtrange. Nay, more, when in ſeraphic 
ſtrains | 
Th' obedient choir, attendant on the viſion, 
Had charm'd our liſt ning ears; with ſolemn ſtep, 
Great Ireland's guardian (for, by that high name, 
The pow'r' vouchfaf'd to make her- preſence 
known) 
Gently advancing bade us riſe ; and know, 
That not to ruſtic ears the high beheſt 
Should be promulg'd alone; then bade us haſte 
And to our chief this ſacred mandate bear: 
When in the weſtern wave the orb of day 


9 Hath dipp'd his golden beam, and thro' the 


lain 
« Of clve! =ther glides the queen of night; 
«« Beneath theſe ſilent ſhades let him attend: 
Tell him that Ireland's guardian will be there ; 
*« And bid him haſte to learn his country s fate. 


Lord ARc As. 


ug A will go where- Sen my country calls. 
* lead on! 


'THYRSIS. 


) | 


91 


When the ſoft hour of meditation comes, ous 
And ſolemn night creeps o'er the ſilent plain; 


 .. Tavyss1s. be 
Not yet, my noble Lord, 


At that ſtill: time, twice has the heav'nly Pow'r 
Vouchſaf d her preſence: Then will we attend 
Our chief on this high miſſion, by his fide 


Reſolv' d to ſtand or fall, whate er betide. 


Lok ARC As. 
Na ill can e' er betide the virtuous cauſe. 
Firm in it's country's love, the patriot-breaſt 


| Mocks the dread cannon, and the pointed ſpear : 
Itſelf is it's own bulwark. Farewell, friends! 


We meet at twelve. | 
| | TayR#ts. | | 
We do attend you, Sir 
[Exit Lord Arras. 
May Heav'n aſſiſt our purpoſe. Come, good 
Dtorilas; ; | 
Let us a while retire, to fit our minds _ w 


For this great interview. 


Dok1L As. 
Near to the place, 


Well plant ſome faithful peaſants, whoſe firm 


And ready aid (ſhould aught require ſuch aid) 


May to our chief or us be ſerviceable. 


____ Taynes. 
About. it ſtrait, my friend; the hours fly on. 
Fl n [Exit Dorilas. 
f Look 
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Look down, O Heav'n! and guide our fault ring 
ſteps, | : | 
Thro! all Ne terrors of this doubtful night. 
Support our minds; and ſteel our trembling 
nerves, Tr | e 
For this great enterprize. And, Oh! if aught 
Of Ireland's welfare ſleep beneath the tongus 
Of ſacred wiſdom, now to wake; O grant 8 
L Our chief full ſtrength to hear the tine truths, . 
43 And wiſdom to purſue them! 


[Exit Tpyrſis. 


= SCENE changes to the Farm-Y, ard. 
| Enter Dermot and Ploughſhare, from oppoſite ſides. 
* „ i ES 
© tell the truth I don't like it much, who 
knows what may happen. A 
|  PLOUGHSHARE. | 
What's the matter, Dermot ? | 
DERMor. 


Why Dorilas wants me to meet Thyrſis and 
him to- night in the wood; and his Honour, he 
fays, is to be there. 1 have two minds about 
going, though. | 


AR VI: 
DERMor. 


q I don't like the poſt, 
1 | For fear of the ghoſt + 
3 Faith, Paddy ! I never can go. 

What if the ghoſt beat me 

Or, may be, "twill ent me— 

never go near it, O nol (Going. ) 
+30 mo 7 | 

never, &Cc. 

| PLOUGHSHARE. 


1 


'% 


A M AS Uh, 777 23 


PLouOHSHARR. 
Fi hy flay, Dermot, ſtay— 


Plague! don't run away; 
PII fobew you, my lad, Pm your friend. 
Go, Dermot, pray do: © 
PII go with you too, 
To the foreſt, or to the world's end. 


| DgeRMoT. 
You're a brave fellow, Paddy ; and here's my 
hand: You will come then. | 
| : PLOUGHSHARE. 3353 
I will. You may depend upon it. But what 
hour? 


DERMOrTr. 
Before twelve. | 
| Pu. ou HSHARE. 
Agreed. | 
| Dermot. | 
I'll go find Murdoch. I am ſure he'll go now 
you do, [ Exit Dermot. 


Enter Sylvia. 


/ PLOUGHSHARE. 


O Sylvia! here's news for you. His Honour 
and Thyrſis are to meet the ghoſt this very 


evening; and Dermot and I are to go too. 


SYLVIA. 


And will you really go. Cruel Pat! you 
have a mind, I ſee, to break my heart. When 
I'm gone, you may marry Lucy.—{(Weeps ) 


PLOUGHSHARE* 
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PLOUGHSHARE, | 
Fye, Sylvia! fye for ſhame! What d'ye cry 
for? D'ye think his Honour will let the ghoſt 
hurt me? Beſides we are all harmleſs country 
tellows. The ghoſt can have no ill-will to us, 
SYLVIA. | 


Will you let me go with you, Pat ? 


PLOUGHSHARE. | 


What to a lonely wood at twelve o'clock at 
night! Why the people would think you mad. 


No, no, Sylvia; ſtay at home, and pray for 


our ſafe return, 
SYLVIA, 
Ungrateful man 


AIR VII. 


Cruel Pat, ah ! why thus leave me? 
Will you my fond wiſh deny? 
Can you thus of joy bereave me? 
Can you from your Sylvia fly 9 
Talk no more io me of danger ; 
Faithful SyIvia claims her ſhare. 
Time, nor death itſelf can change her ; 


Faithful Slvia will be there. 


If you refuſe me after this, I will go hang or 
drown myſelf—1 don't care which.—{ Going. } 


PLOUGHSHARE, 


Stay, ſtay, Sylvia! I've a ſudden thought 
come into my head, You ſhall go then; and I 
will defend you againſt all danger. We will en- 
deavour to fee his Honour, and aſk his conſent 
jo our marriage. 


AIR 


| 


\ 


n 00 A SEO UTE 


AIR VIII. 


What ſay you to that? 
You ſhall go with your Pat ; 
And I promiſe to make you my wife, 
Should his Honour conſent, 
They both will relent, 
And give me my Sylvia for life. 


* 
Then let us away, 


Without more delay, 
With a good and a reſolute heart. 
F his Honour ſays yes, 
ſwear by this kiſs, ( Kiſſes her. 


We'll marry and never will part. 
Come, dear Sylvia; let's go directly. 
SYLVIA. 


Not yet. ll meet you bye and bye. Where 
ſhall it be? = 


PLOUGHSHARE, 
In the meadow below; exactly at ten o'clock, 


SYLVIA. 


Till then, farewell ! * | 
 [Exeunt ſeverally, 


Enter Dorcas and Sylvius. 


Dorcas. 


Here are fine doings indeed ! This ghoſt has 
bewitched them all. Dermot tells me, that he 
and the reſt of em are to meet Thyrſis in the 
you bye and bye, to hunt after the ghoſt for- 
ooth. 


E As SYLVIUS, 
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SYLVIUs. f 
And does Lord Arcas know of all this? 


Dorcas. 9 
Know! why they ſay his Honour is to be 
there himſelf ; but I don't believe a word of it. 
Let em go; let em go: I've a ſcheme in my 
head. Aye, aye; let me alone for a plot! 


AIR IX. 


In a ſcheme or a plat 
If a woman be not 1 
You may rack your wiſe noddles in vain. 
You men make a fuſs ; : Oh 8 
But I tell you lis us, 7 
That can buy you and fell you again. 


Mere neer at a loſs, 

Tho" affairs ſbould run craſs ;' 
If one thing won't do, tother will. 

Then leave it to me; | 

PII warrant you'll ſee, | 
PII give em of rambling their fill. 


SYLVIUS. 


Well, well ; leave off your ſqualling, and 
tell me your ſcheme. 1 
Dorcas. | 

Why here it is, then. Sylvia is an obſtinate 
2 7 and refuſes to marry Linco. Now, while 1 
her favourite Pat and his comrades are gone after. 
the ghoſt, I'll ſend for Linco, have a prieft ready, 
and marry them before the others can return. 
What d'ye think of that? eh! © ©. 


SYLVIUS. 


_SyYLVIUS. 


'Tis a rare contrivance indeed! I never ſhould 
have thought of ſuch a thing. | 


8 Dorcas. 
No, no. You would have been long enough 
in hammering out ſuch a one. I can't help 


laughing to think how Pat will ſtare when he 
comes back and finds his ſweetheart gone. 


, 


Sv ius. 

Right, Dorcas. I'll go find the prieſt: with- 
out him, we can do little good. | 
Dorcas. 3 

Without a prieſt and a woman you can do no 

good at all. Do you ſecure the one, and I'll 

enſure you the other. Aye, aye; let me alone 


for a plot! Exit Sylvius — But here comes 
Miſs. I'll ſee what kind of humour ſhe's in. 


Enter Sylvia. 
AI a 


Cruel parents! can you blame me, 
If to love | give my heart? 

True aſfection neer can ſhame me, 
While I a a faithful part. 


Mpat tho dangers may alarm me, 

' Theſe my conſtant heart ſhall bear: 
Tho they fright, they cannot harm me | 
If my faithJul Pat be there. « 

59 me (Gang) 


E 2 | Dorcas. 
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| Dorcas. |. 
Where are you going, Sylvia ? 

3 „D 
Only to walk for a little air. How unlucky! 
| U Alde. 
Dorcas. 
It is a damp evening, and walking will hurt 
you. Beſides I want to have a little talk with . 
YOu. h a 
„„ Vos | : 
What ſhall I do: Ade. 
Dorcas. 


Are you till reſolv'd, Sylvia, to oppoſe our 
wiſh? Or will you make us happy, by makin 
yourſelf ſo, and marrying Linco. He is ric 
you know, and doats on you. 


SYLVIA. 


If he doats on me ever ſo much, I cannot love 
him in return. You know I cannot, and why 
will you teaze me'on his account. | 


Dorcas. 


This is too much. Sure there never was ſuch 
a perverſe girl. 


. 
Ab me! "tis in vain, 
1 grieve and complain; 
Mh, daughter, ſo reſolute pray? 
Tho I ſpeak till Tm hoarſe, 
You grow worſe and worſe ; 
You'll have your own obſlinate way. 


You 


1 


You think you're ſo wiſe, 
And my maxims deſpiſe, 
Dou laugh at whateer I ſay: 

But when the time's loft, 

You'll find to your coſt, 

You've had your obſtinate way. 


Enter Linco. 


* 


1 Linco. 
| Wages the matter, Dorcas ? What's the mat- 
5 | | Dogcas. | | 
O dear Linco; how glad 1 am to ſee you! 
4  SyLvIA. - 
And how ſorry am I !=—( Ade. 
| Ke Dorcas. 


Dear Linco, you're the very man I was wiſh- 
ing ſor. ( Aſide to Linco. Well, I'll leave you 
together. Aloud )—Follow me ſoon, I've ſome- 
thing very particular to ſay to you. Aide 10 


Linco. 


Lixco. 


[Exit Doreas. 


Madam Sylvia ; I humbly beg pardon. 1 
didn't ſee you before. * 


SYLVIA. 


| Your eyes are become a little dim, I ſuppoſe. 


LINco. 


Dim ! No, no; not yet. Indeed I'm quite 


aſhamed of my ill- manners, but. 


SYLVIA. 


n : by | 
8 * ' 8 
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SYLVIA. 
You may ſpare yourſelf the trouble of making 


an apology, Mr. Linco; for I'm in a great hurry, 


and muſt wiſh you a good evening. Going. 


Linco (flopping ber). 
Stay, dear Sylvia! Pray ſtay, and hear me 
ſpeak a few words. | 
SYLVIA. | 
What is it, Sir? freifully) I wiſh I had gone 
away as ſoon as he came ! ——{( Aſide. 
LINco. 
Ah, Sylvia! I need hardly tell you. You 
know very well the great love I bear you. 
SSI 


Love! Dear Lihco; what in the name of 
Goodneſs can \yoy/and love have to ſay to each 


other? Beſides, my heart, you know, is already 


given away. 
A + KR. Ald: 


| LINco. 
Deareſt Sylvia! do not fly me; 
Let my pain your pity move. 
Why, ungrateful! thus deny me? 
Why refuſe your Linco's love? 
Oer the hills my ſheep are wending, 
Down the meadows low my kine : 
See my fields with harveſt bending — 
All, my Sylvia, ſhall be thine. 5 


SY VIA. 


3 
9 * 
_— . Y 


ſ 


\ 


A MASQU . 


E 8 SVYLVIA. | : 9 | 
Linco, no: your ſuit give over ; 
Ton = can ne er agree. | 
Riches cannot make the lover : 7 1 
Pat is fill the lad for me. | | 


Faithful love our boſoms firing, 

Faithful love is all our ſtore. 

Y Me, to ſplendor not aſpiring, 
77 1 Feel a wiſh for nothing more. 


Indeed, Linco, 1 am very grateful to you for 
your regard; but now I've told you my whole 
mind, I "hope you will ceaſe to * what I have 
not to give. \ 


Ts IE 


What ſhall I fay to your mother ? Shall I tell 
her this? 


Suri 


11 O dear Linco! do be ſo good to go to her, 
and tell her whatever you pleaſe—( Aſide.) 
Do, good Ligco. 


LINco. 
Will you come with me? 


SYLVIA. 

O no. I'm ſadly afraid of her; ſhe'll be ſo 

angry with 1 me. Do, Linco, go firſt. 

1 LINco. 1 | ==> R 
Iwill. You'll follow. [Exit Linco. 4 

| SvLVIA. | 

Yes: my Pat to the meadow. 
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32 
a. 


To my Pat I muſt hie me, he's waiting below ; 
My love 1s long waiting for me. 
How fearleſs with him to the foreſt I'll go! 


To the foreſt ſo happy and free. 
Since my Hat is ſo faithful and loves me ſo well, 


Dear Dorcas, and Syluius, and Linco, farewell! 
[Exit Sylvia. 


9 


SCENE changes Io another Part of the Farm, 
Enter Dermot, Murdoch and Dennis. 


. DERMor. 
Come, lads; tis time to go to the wood. 
Mugpoch. | 
Aye, tis time to go; that's true. But ſhould 
any harm happen to us, Dermot ? 
| DermorT. | 2 1 
27 Don't be afraid, Murdoch. We'll all come 
4 4q back ſafe and merry; my jewel. 
a DENNIs. 
If any evil ſhou'd befall me, I'm ſure Jenny 
O'Flanaghan will break her heart. 
"Dermor. 


Why I was afraid myſelf once; but I know 
better now. I told Pat where we were going, 


and he promis'd to come with us. 


| Me Roch. 
If that be the caſe we'll all go. What ſay 
you, Dennis? 
1 5 0 Dexx1s. 
* . 
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De. n Pity; e 
Arrah, Murdoch! d'ye think rd ſtay behind ? 
—Dermot! if any miſhap betides me; give my 
love to Jenny, _ N | 
| \- +, ++». MonDoen,. | -..: 2 
; And, Dermot; if I'm killed in the wood, 
give my farvice to Suſan O'Dogherty. 
DERMO. 
Never fear, my jewels! Never fear. Our 


limbs are good, and our hearts are honeſt. Be- 


ſides, you know we are all to be volunteers, 
and there never was yet a coward among them. 


If there was, by my ſoul he'd be kick'd out of 


the corps. So let us ſtand by one another, and 


the devil take him that runs away. 
AIR XIV. 


Our ſorrows are few, 
Our laſſes are true; 
We've little to teaze or to vex us. 
It ne er ſhall be ſaid, 
Our hearts were afraid, 


Or danger had pow'r to perplex us... 


Mpile honefl and free 
So happy we'll be! | 
Gar lives ſhall paſs merry and gayly. 
No fear can annoy 
That brave Iriſh boy, 
Whoſe heart is as ſtout as Shillelah. 


CHORUS. 


Mpile honeſt and free, 
So, &c. py 
= 1 When 


* 
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When our liquor is ſiout, 

We puſh it aboat; 4 
bee NN Good ale and gobd wle deli 1 us. 
VN drink and de ing 


For our country and king ; 
And mirth and good humour unite us. 


| While honeſt an Fd 
'F n Ge. | 


| CHORUS. 1 
FER. While boneſt and free, = 
q So, &C. | n e 


Euer We ard Linco. W rant Ef 


Dorcas. 


Leave her behind you! 1 have * ik 
if you ſee her again in a hu ry. IO" Sylvia! 
c Calls. / 


| Linco-.. WF rg nn 
Faith! 1 believe ſne has given us the ſlip. 


\ Doxcas. | 


| Was there ever any thing like this! But I'tl 


have py het! Tag ain. Here, Dermot! Murdoch! 
where are ye, ye idle loobies ? 


+ 1130 Murdoch and Dennis. 


. DRRMOTr. mk 


Here we are, honey Here we are all three. 
Dorcas. 


* lads, as faſt as you « can and try to find 
mt daughter. 


DxRmMorT. 


ö 


\ 


lain eo. Wy it! 1 1 th e red-ſea. 


. AM As SUED = "of 


Dermot. 


No, no. We be all going. to the wood, to 


help catch the hoſt, that his fn OS 8 2 


| 
Ti, C 


| ee | 
Don't tell me of My zhoſt, and your e 
lain, and your red- Fve loſt my Nh 


Did you ſee any thing of Sylvia? 


ves. We fs er 0 Dun the meadow Juſt 


now, along with our Pat. 


Dorcas. 
Gone with Pat! Oh, the huſſey! Sylvius ! 


Sylvius J Calls. J—Call him, dear Lines Tell 1 
him his 3 I off. 


Ws 
117 


'Linco. Ag TS >. 
Aye; T'll call him. I believe 1 may as vel 
take myſelf off too. 
* Linco. | 
* 1 A 1. My Fo 
Dose 1, > 


She's trick'd us, ſbe's trick d us, as fre ure as a gun. 


| She's gone to the foreſt. Run, dear ads. run, 


run! * 
Enter. Sylvius. ) 
SYLV.IUS. 
"Fine doings! fine doings! Ob! what foul wwe 
do 
F 2 | _ Dorcas. 


THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 
Donc As- 


She's gone to the foreft, and we will purſue. 


DexMoT, MurDocn, and Dennis. | 
Come, come; let's away + 1 let's away 10 our poſt: / 


. Dorcas and SYLV1US. 


And we'll catch our daughter, 
DermoT, Mun pocn, and Denied. 1980 11 
4 We l catch the « ghoſt Ro 
END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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Time, near Midnigbt. 1 


Enter Lord Arcas. 


Loxp Arcas. 


Hers Silence reigns in dreary ſtate around 
And auburn Twilight ſpreads her ſhadowy wings, 


Encompaſſing the air, the earth and ſea. 


All is deep huſh'd: ſave where from yonder hill, 


Th' alternate bleatings of a few ſtray ſheep 
Break the ſtill air; and from the mill-race down, 
O'er the looſe pebbles glides the murm'ring 


wave. » 2 
A ſolemn ſcene !—[ Enter Thyrſis. )—Say, Thyr- 
ſis ; is it time ee EEE 
To ſeek the hallow'd ſpot? 
Le Tuvnsis. 


Not yet, my Lord. 


Lord ARCAS: 


J will retire awhile. At an hour hence 
Attend me in the glade.—— Going. 


Enter Ploughſhare and Sylvia; Dermot, Murdoch, 
and Dennis, Peaſants with Torches. 


PLOUGHSHARE (ſpeaking as he enters ). 


Thyrſis ! good Thyrſis; may I ſpeak a word 


to his Honour ? 


> 


Turns. : 


__ 


_ 
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38 THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 


THyRsIs. 
"I Arcas, at prefent, is too much engaged. 


PLOUGHSHARE. 


Do, good Thyrſis, let me ſpeak to his Ho- 
nour. I can't * . without. | 


| Tavns1s, 
If ſo, Tm ſure he will hear you. 
CT hyrfis ſpeaks with Lord Arcas apart. + 


PLove HSHARE 7 10 Sylvia J. 


moſt Ar aid, deer, to open my mind to his 


try. 
Taz) YR $18 c 10 Flug ihre 7.3 
1 Arcas i 1s ready to hear you. 


PLOUGHSHARE Cie Lard Arcas 1. 


ee your worthip-»Sylvin=your 
Honour—is—in love with me, your Honour. 


( Sylvia and Thyrfis converſe * 3. 


Loxp ARcCas. 
Aye, aye; you are in love with one another. 
Is it not ſo, Honeſty ? 
© PLOUGHSHARE. 
Ves, your Honour—juſt ſo. And we've a 
great mind—your Honour—t0o—t0—— 
Lokpd Akcas. 


To marry, I ſuppoſe. PR. 
” bis, | PLo0UGHSHARE, 


Keep a good heart; girl] it will do. I'm al- 
Aer for fear he n be OT But Pit 


\ 


\ 


- eh 
5 N a 24 * 5 ju 4 | ” F a I 74 1 : 8 i ** . 
A ME UE Ro. 


| PLOUGHSHARE. 
Yes, your Honour. Sure the me told him 
TIN 1 


 TnyRs1s: (to ale $2 


Theſe young people, my Lord, Ploughſhare © N I 


and Sylvia, have an affection for each other. 
They learn'd you were to be here, and therefore 
took the opportunity of ſoliciting your {ſanction 
to their marriage, which will induce the parents 
of Sylvia to comply. 


PL oO HSHARE (behind J. 
0 brave Go on. good Thyrſis! 
' Thyrs1s. 
They are both honeſt and induſtrious. 


PLoUGySHARE > behind 9. 
So we are. 


* 


Turns. 
And deſerve protection. 


PLoOUGHSHARE (bebind ). 
So we do. 
Lond Arcas. 
Well then, I give vou 


Dorcas {( from without ). 


Come along, huſband, I fay—Come along. 


There they are. UV 11 teach her to run away. * 
PLOUGHSHARE. 
Zounds? what ſhall we do 4 
«A * and Plough ſhare run behind Thyrfe þ 
* . Ein 


* 
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Enter Dorcas and Sylvius. 


Wit Dorcas. __ R 
Aye, aye; there they are. You ſhan't hide 
yourſelves. Ill bring you back again, huſfley ! 

| ( Runs towards them.) 


|  Tayss1s {fopping her ). 

Fye, Dorcas ! Don't you ſee Lord Arcas. 

. -m 6 Dorcas. - 1 
* Beg your Honour's pardon ; but the ungrate- 
ful huſſey has run away from me. | 


Loxd Arcas. 


4M Be not ſo violent. Theſe young folks, I am 
3 told, have an affection for each other, and I 
4 wiſh to make them happy. 9 93 


Doc As. 


I thank your Honour. But there is rich Linco 
of the Glen would marry her to-morrow if ſhe 
would have him, but the fooliſh girl won't hear 


of it. 

185 „Sry. 

Indeed, your Honour, I never can love old 
1 Linco. 
. Dorcas. 
J! Hold your tongue, huſſey ! Let me ſpeak to 

' his Honour. | 
Lorp ARrcas. 


You are too violent, my good 


Dorcas. 


1 8 : 
l N 1 
* © WA.” 
* 
2 
3 
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AM AS QU KE. 
| Dorcas: 
| | Dorcas, your Honour. 
on Aas 
Well, Dorcas; you muſt not ſacrifice your 
daughter's oy to avaricious motives. She 
cannot, you ſee," love Linco; and marriage, 
without love, is miſery indeed. Come, Dorcas, 
Bd conſent to make this young couple happy, and 
I will give them a low leaſe of the Grove-Farm to 
begin with: and as an encouragement to their 
future induſtry, I will allow them the three firſt 
years without rent. What ſay you, Dorcas ? 
_ Dorcas. | 
As your Honour is ſo good, I cannot refuſe. 
4 Lonkp Axrcas. 
And your huſband here 
e 
Sylvius, ſpeak to his Honour. 
SYLVIUS. 
Yes, your Honour; I give my conſent. 
| Loxpd ARrCGAs. 
Tis enough. And for your readineſs, honeſt 


Sylvius, in complying with my intentions, Iwill 


— 
allow you a year's rent of your preſent farm. J 
Farewell! may happineſs attend you all! 
5 Exit Lord Arcas. 
a . G | | SYLVIvs. j 2 80 
- 4 } ns » f diy 


THE GENIUS OF: IRELAND, 


SYLv10s. 
Long life, and many thanks to your Honour! 
+ Dorcas! let me alone for a plot! ha! ha! She 
Nuings from him )—Dorcas !' Ina . or a * 
if a woman be not! ha ba! ha! ZW, 


Al R XV. 

D 

You ftall go, © 

(To Ploughſbare 225 Obi 

1 And marry without more ado. 
Come, dear wife, 
Banifh ſtrife, 
Let's be wiſe and merry 1 100. 

_ = See they ſtand, 
1 . Hand in hand, 
1 | Wedlock's promis d land in view: 
= | Mpere tis ſaid © | 
q i | Many a maid 
=” Would fain live wiſe and merry too. 
j mn *Tis too late, 1 
11A To debate; {156 
11 Son and daughter joy 10 hen 
=_ - Many a day 
i : May you pt 
4 | 1 Mae live wiſe and merry too. 
T4 Doncas. 
=_—_ Well, well; ſince there i is no help for it, and 
2 I haye given my word to his Honour, for once, 
| l b Sylvius, il be of your opinion; but I'd have 
4322 yu take it as a * great 8 
4 \ IH * "© * 3 N ö e 1 1 X Ay | R 


MASQUE, 


AIR XVI. 


Fr When a ſober wife refuſes 

Her huſband's raft requeſt ; 

2 wiſer maxim chuſes, 
4s foe knows, no doubt, the 118 

Gaod lack! | 

How black! __. 
9 2 KI, How. mum ! 8 535 
Hu glum! | 

Hiw black and how glum is be. 


But if, for better ir? 
HShe kindly will relent; 
Aua, in a proper ſeaſon, 

| With ſpouſy give. conſent ; 


Dear heart! 
How ſmart! 
dw bright! 
7 _How ligbt! 
Ho ſmart = how light is be. / 


Pl oUGH SHARE. 


Maſter Thyrſis; it isn't for a country lad like 
me to talk to you; but I'll never forget your 
goodneſs to us, as long as I live. Odds, life! 
I'm ready to jump out of my ſkin for joy ! What 

will my old uncle ſay now! ha! ha! ha ! \ 


AIR XVII. 


Then Jafe in the bands, 
The prieft joins our fands, 
And my Sylvia is mine by the church and the law ; 
If, peeviſb and old, 
Our Linco ſbould ſeold, 
PI anſwer his anger with ha ha! ha! ha! 
Ha ba! bal ba! 
PII anſwer his anger with wh ba! ba! bat 
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44 THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 
= | In our farm and our cot, 
= Th rich we be not 
FF Old care in our pleaſures ſball ne'er make a flaw ; 


Ever happy and gay, 
Well drive him away, | 
And baniſh all ſorrow with ha! ha! ha! ha! 
| Ha! ha! ha! ha! | 
And baniſh all ſorrow with ha! ba! ha! ha! 


i THYRSIs. ; 

I'wiſh you joy, honeſt Pat, with all my heart, 
may you both live long and be happy ! You Der- 
mot and your companions attend me near the 

great oak in the centre of the wood. 


* i DermorT. | 
"14 Aye, Aye; we'll all come. Oods life! we'll 
1 ſoon catch the ghoſt if we can but lay hold of 
ai 1 | ALY | 

TnayRs1s (to Sylvia). 


And you, my pretty Sylvia; joy to you too! 
But why ſo filent? Sn f 


SYLVIA. 


13 AIR XVII.” 
11 Fo Gentle Thyrfis ; this believe, 

1 While you give us bliſs to know ; 
You, in turn, will ſure receive 


Joys that from true virtue flow. 


f Fords but poorly can expreſs, 
- A hat my tongue would fain impart : 
. From your own yon beſt can gueſs 
a. The tender feelings of my heart. 
4 1 . B | *  PrLoOUGHSHARE. 
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> ProvonskARE. 

Maſter Thyrſis; now you've been ſo good, I 
Hope you'll come to the wedding, and I promiſe 
you a kiſs of the bride. Sylvia ! Pmiſo happy 
we'll be married as ſoon as is light. In the 


mean time, ſuppoſe we drive away the thoughts 
of all paſt troubles with a merry ſong. 


© DegrmorT. "TY 
Right, Pat ; but maybe the ghoſt will hear 
us, and be angry tho. 5 
'TryRrs1s: 


No, no, honeſt Dermot. Your innocent hearts 6 
may expand themſelves any where with ſafety. 
For nothing is more pleaſing in the ſight of Heas. 


ven than domeſtic peace, good humour, and rural 


_ happineſs. 
AER: 
PL.OUGHSHARE. | 1 
Lovely Sylvia charming jewel! 
Deareſt Dermot, give your Hand 
(Takes her Hand. 


Dorcas, come, no longer cruel : 
Honeſt Sylvius, join the band ] 


CHORUS. 
Let's be merry, blythe and gay : 


. . * 9 * 
"Tis our Sylvia's wedding day ! =; 


a 
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#6) THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 


Doncas. 
io yon bave my plot outwitted, 
| forgive with all my heart. 
Since you're for each other fitted. 
* "Tere a pity you ſhould part. 
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Let's be merry, blythe' and gay: _ 3 
is our Sylvia's wedding day! 5 . 


 SyLvivs. 


Come, good folks, Jet's be a going; 
44... » Pleaſure calls us quick away. 
= With good cheer. and mirth a flowing, 
s us paſs this happy day. 
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Let's be merry, blythe and gay : 
'Tis our Slvia's wedding day! 


SYLVIA. 


Parents now no more denying, 

All my love T freely own. 
Hence with care and forrow fighing, 

Now I call my Pat my own. 

CHORUS. 5 
Lei's be merry, blythe and gay: "15. 
is our Slvia's wedding day ! 3 J 
[ Exeunt. 


8 2922 ; SCENE, 


„ 


8 P 


22 4 7 Fe 
1 Ts. 2 r : r l 
Y R . Fl a — 

» 20" 


SCENE, The innermoſt Part of the Mood. 
: Moonlight. „„ i 
Enter Thyrfs and Dorilas p meeting 15 
Welcome, my friend 2 | 
Twenms.. ! Pm 
How awful are theſe ſhades 
That wave above our heads ! 
DoRIL as. | 
They're fitted well, 
And ſuited to our ey yet, methinks, 
I almoſt wiſh we had not come to-night: 
A gloom hangs o'er my mind. 
* TEHVYRSIS. 
It is this wood, R 


And ſerious hour of night, that o'er your breaſt * 
Diffuſe their terror and unerve your frame : 
Be more reſolv'd. | 


DoRILAs. 7 
hut have you yet diſpos'd * | 
Our hardy peaſants round this hallow'd 4 glide ? 


TayRs1s. 


I have. Hard by a faithful band convene 

With ready torches: Yet too near this ſpot 

They muſt not come till Day leſt their cla- 
mour 8 

Diſturb our purpoſe. 1 Ss 


 DortLas.” 


„ THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 


DoklL As. 


Sure 'tis near the hour, 
At which « our Chief did promiſe us his preſence. 


THryRsSIs. 


He will be here anon —Liff ning. 5 hear a 
ſound 


Of feet this way approaching. 
DoR1L As. 1 
Who comes there? | 


THYRSIS. 


It is Lord Arcas.—{ Enter Lord Arcas. )—Health 
to my noble Lord! 
And to our purpoſe, grace ! 
Lord ARCas. 
Have you heard aught? 


# DoktLas. 
No, my * Lord: we have not long time been 
Within this hallow'd ſhade. 
Lok p ARcas. 
'Tis very near to midnight. | 
Aerial mufic is heard. ) 
DoriL as. 


| Hark! my Lord, 
The muſic in the air 
(A ſolemn ſymphony of muſic : after which the 
following airs are Jung by the attendant 
Spirits. 


iſt Se1RIT. 
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1ſt SpIRIT. 
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Tune your harps, celeſtial quire! 2 1 

Breathe your ſolemn airs divine. * 0 

Such as holy ſaints inſpire, | | 
Bending o'er the ſacred ſhrine. 


CHORUS. 


Strike the harp, and let the ſtrain 
Pierce deep within his ardent breaſt. 
Chaſing ev'ry phantom vain, 
Let virtue be the ſpotleſs gueſt. 


* 


2d SPIRIT. 


Break, break your flrains, ye tuneful throng : 
See the Guardian Pow'r appear. 
5 Ceaſe your ſoul-inſpiring ſong. 
Hear, great Chief, with rev'rence hear. 


CHORUS. 


Sirike the harp, &c. 


(During the laſt ſtrain the Genius of Ireland de- 
ſcends in her Chariot. T he attendant Spirits 
appear with harps in their hands. The Shep- 


herds kneel. ) 


GENIUS or IRELAND ( advancing. ) 


Hail venerable ſhades! Hail choſen land ! 
Moſt favour'd Chieftain hail! To all around 
My ſolemn benediction. Shepherds, riſe ! 
Your homage is approv'd. Ye tuneful pow'rs, 
Attendant on my ſteps! raiſe yet again 

A more ſeraphic ſtrain, that may exalt 


The mind to nobleſt purpoſe ; and diſpel 
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THE GENIUS OF IRELAN. 


Each jarring paſſion in the ſtorm- toſt ſoul 1 
Of erring mortals; perfect only there, 4 
Where full Perfection reigns in boundleſs bliſs. 


Cuokvs OF SPIRITS. 


Raiſe a more ſeraphic ſirain : 

Periſh ev'ry thought that's vain ! 

Godlike ardor ſtill inſpiring 

Ger'rous breaſts with virtue firing, 

Strike your harps; and as you fing, 1 
Let Harmony inform each firing. 


1ſt SPIRIT. 


Ruthleſs Valour may inſpire 
The ſoldier s breaſt with all her Are; ; 
But lis Public Love alone, 


a 
Claims the hero for her own. : | 


2d SPIRIT. 


See his breaſt with rapture move, 
Fraught with virtue, fraught with love. 1 
Faithful to the potent. rain, 

Ardor ſprings thro ev'ry vein. 


CHORUS. | 


Laſting Fame, with high renown, 
Shall the glorious deed await. 
See ! ſhe *twines the laurel crown, 


Rais'd above the reach of fate. 


GENIUS OF IRELAND, , 


Hail Public Virtue! ſureſt guard of right ! 
Sole prop of liberty! inſpir 

Th' expanded boſom glows with gen'rous zeal, 

For freedom, truth; for liberty and law: 


d by thee, 


Directs 


AS 
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Directs each paſſion to the public good; ho. 
And, for a nation's eaſe, reſigns it's own: 


Buy ſouls, like theſe, with true parental joy, 
| Have beheld my choſen land ſuſtain'd, | 


Midſt the dire conflict of contending pow'rs. 
too have ſeen (may Heav'n the deed record!) 
Her ſons, in virtuous link, ſupport at once 
Their Country's freedom, and their Sov'reign's 
_ throne. jr TH OOF gy 
The conflict o'er, ſweet Peace returns again 
And, with a lib'ral hand, diffuſes round | 
Her various bleſſings. Commerce rears her head, 
Free from reftraint ; and to Hibernia's ſhores 
Directs the wealth of nations. From the dawn 
Of this auſpicious day, fell Bigorty | 
Hath hid her horrid viſage, and retir'd 
In ſullen diſcontent. -- A choſen ſon, Ts 
By me inſpir'd, hath driv'n the monſter forth. 
With fiends todwell ; and to the Heav'nly Pow'r, 


' Mild Toleration, ope'd the radiant door 


Of temperate Wiſdom. Joyful have I ſeen 

My ſons, in honor's plain, reap high renown, © 
The meed of valor. Well have they uprear d 
The pile of liberty, on the broad baſe 
Of public virtue. Haſte, my favor'd Chief ! 
Convene thy martial bands ! Bid them ſtand forth, 
Their country's guard; her glory, and herpride!. 
But charge them, if they prize the public weal 
Above an empty name; if the bright flame 

Of patriotic love inſpire their ſoul; 

That, with due rev'rence, they invoke the pow'r 
Of gentle MopERAT1ON to their aid: | 7 
That heav'n-born maid, whoſe firm unerring 
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Hath mark'd their counſels, and upheld their 
arms. He” 
H 2 At 


n * Ty [EK bbs. ** . . reo 

g * 284 VS» 888 Nn K -" te Is An 7 4 
81 3 Ce, S 5 $a} 
2 + AN. : e 1291 * 


r % 2 UT 

* 9 ** 

by - - ; A — N . N n 
. EM f % 

N. * „ e - 8 
9 * * * * 8 Py * | 
4 ; 7 . p 
3 * ar + : 
. * 


3% THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, | 
At her fair ſhrine ſill let them duly bend; 
Still court her influence, ſtill adore her pow'r: | \ 
* << Leſt virtuous zeal miſguided urge them on 
« To rear the noble pile their hands have rais'd 
« Beyond it's natural fabric. For, alas! 
« Should N dire fiend, with Hell's own malice 

cc r . | a | 
% Shake o'er the ſiſter ſtates the flaming brand 
* Of horrid diſcord ; ſhould the tende tie ; 
Of mild affection, unity, and love, | . 
« Yield to inteſtine jarrs, and mean diſtruſt, 
« Pale envy, ſwelling pride, remorſeleſs hate, 
« And laſt of all (may Heav'n avert the woe !) 
& To fatal ſeparation: not more ſure 
% Does the ſoul's parting from her clay-form'd 

«« manſion | 
«© Diſſolve the natural frame, than ſuch divorce 8 ki 
« Would ruin both. O tell them this great 

« truth!” | 
And tell them, that in firm affection knit * 
With their BRITANNIC Siſter, they ſhall ſtand | 
Unſhaken as the rock that braves the ſurge ; ES - 
And, thus uniTrp, ſhall defy the world! 

Their's are the pow'rs that humanize mankind. 

The poliſh'd elegance of life is theirs : 
Nor leſs the bolder arts For not the realm 
Of Gall fruitful in the airy round 
Of fine invention, nor the Siſter clime 
Shall bear the palm, unrivall'd in renown, 
Of honor from my iſle. Borne on the wings 
Of potent winds, high-riding o'er the clouds 
Mounts my bold Son. Majeſtic and ſublime 


The lines with inverted commas were omitted in the re- 
n from an apprehenſion of the poſſibility of their 

ing conceived to be perſonal, a circumſtance the fartheſt from 
the Author's intention, | 


He 


He views the vaſt expanſe, bright as his mind, | 

Pure as his thoughts, and vigorous as his ſou. 

lerne hail! Mother of Saints, renown'd ® I 

For ſacred piety in rev'rend days ] 
«4 Of grave antiquity ; now fruitful grown 
N In heroes dauntleſs to defend thy rights, 
To fix thy ſeat amidſt the nations round, 

And ſtamp thy name on Fame's emblazon'd roll ! 


( Solemn muſic, during which a tranſparent paint- 
ing, repreſenting the Order of St. Patrick, ap- 
pears. ) py | 


Convene the noble band that bear yon badge 
Of ſacred honor, and deſerv'd renown. | 
Tell them, that not in vain the bright ſtar beams 
Refulgent on their boſoms : They muſt riſe, 

: xz Above the low horizon of the crowd, 

To more reſplendent luſtre ; there to fnine 
The leading ſtars to point the arduous road, 
By Virtue's ſteep aſcent, to Glory's fame 


LS 
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Laſting fame, with high renown, 
Shall the glorious deed await. 
See! ſbe "twines the laurel crown, 


Rais'd above the reach of fate. 


(While the Chorus is ſung, the Genius of Ire- 
land reſumes her chariot and aſcends.) 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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SPOKEN BY MRS. KELLY, 
IN THE CHARACTER or _— 


THE GENIUS OF IRELAND, 


As Ireland's Guardian I appear once more; 
On you relying, while for one ſhort hour, 
I wave the wand of viſionary pow'r. 
WullLE my brave ſons ſtand forth, in virtue tried; 
6 Their country's guard; her glory, and ber pride | | 
| 
| 


| 
Crown D with ſucceſs, your gen rous plaudits o'er, i 
| 


While my fam'd chiefs conduct their martial train, 
« By Virtue's fleep aſcent, to Glory's fane ;” 
You my. fair daughters, where united ſhine 
Wit's ſparkling beam, and Beauty's ray divine; 
You, midſt the gen' ral toil, muſi nobly ſtand 
The firm preſervers of your native land. 


EP1LO # vt 


2 by no deſpotic rules confir'd, 

Still reigns unfetter'd in the gen rous mind: 3 
| 5 M bere ſportive pleaſure charms the yourbfal throng, 
| Ad Faſhion leads the genile train along; | L 
Haier chymic fire each greſſer part refines, * 
2 Aud the pure thoug ht with genuine luſtre nk 8 


1 3 ts you, ye fair, by public virtue led, TOS NY 

| Shall bid young Science raiſe her drooping bead. 

* See where, protected by your pow'rful hand, 

== The ſons of Labor take their willing ſtand : 1 

8 The grateful artiſt decks his humble room, * F 
And the ſwift ſhuttle fings along the loom. „ 


* k | By you ſuſtain'd, the growing arts ſball raiſe 1 ö 
| The noble/t trophy to your laſting praiſe : | | 

i Dull Sloth ſhall fly ; young Induſiry ſhall ſmile ; 3 \ 

| And laughing Plenty glad your happy Iſle. 
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'5, for ſurprizes, read ſurpriſes. 


14, for bigorty, read bigoiry. 


19, for fame, read fane. 
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